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Full line Summer Hats
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Large assortment of vegetable

and garden seeds.

Our stock is complete.
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Our service is unexcelled.
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$2,100-0 room dwelling with bath;

hot and cold water; fruit trees- ba-
nes; barn; chicken yard; two’lots-
good location.

$800—Mous” two rooms; 4 lots; $200

down; balance time.

$1,600—Cottage, 5 rooms; hot and cold
water; fruit trees; berries; free arte-
sian water; two lots; part cash; bal-
ance easy payments.

bath; fruit

$1,500- Dwelling, 0 rooms;
trees; artesian water.
$1,000—Cottage, 4 rooms; city water-

gas; $200 cash, balance on time

$1°’MomcC-°ttage’ 4 tOOU,s; Sood loca-

$1,000—Cottage, 5 rooms; city water-

bath; gas; part cash.

$1tfah (%?utlltISebraréooms city water;

$J5gltv watser part cash good location;

$1,i50 Splendid 6 room cottage at
Campbell; with chicken vardf fruit
trees, good location; part time.

$2° W iHowen bYihe i dittaaa- Scoed. sl

M3t Bnal hERiSes aras hagRi chicken
for
$15.00 Cottage, 6 rooms, moderf,

iruit and nuf trees.
$8.00—3 rooms, in good ldeation.
$10.00—4 room cottage
$7.00—House, 4 rooms, artesian water.

IRIS» EXCURSION RATES

«<>»>out it. WWrite or inquire

SHIEUNGSBURG

Street, Sar, Joee

PACIFIC CO

Sale |

$1,500—New house, 8 rooms: hard fin-
ished; bath; hot and cold water; cny
water; loL 60x130.

$1 tnO Tld% l'heanng |rLl|)|
splendid location.

$2,100-House 4 rooms; bath; city wa-
tei; gas; fruit trees; barn; ‘shade
trees; lot 60x130;. splendid location.

or

«is; carner_ lot
trees %varlety)

splendid
basement;
fruit
6

$19.>0—Cott-ige Vf 5 roo,ls;
oration- hard fiinished;
bath; city water; chicken vard;
trees; lot b0xI30; all fenced.

$37A05pLnti§ o e Exrd finigh-
$tl00—Mouse of 5 rooms; in Garden City
barn 1baSemeut’".nduull andtank,

( trees*aU fenced! PatCnt
$21fh|<shH3tba7u f3rooms (new); hard
i ] a h|| 0t and cold water;

80v| rr ’ patent toilet; Iot
»0x125 fenced bg

$12|°%§Bx1§8 aood |o'ca¥f89 %Hced 17

rent

fruit trees,

$10BaFm, Mee Watef’ ttage’
$12.00—House 5 rooms; freew ater; barn
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I m weary of toiling and worry,

Of living the strenuous life;
| tire of the struggle and hurry,

The tumult, the noise, and the strife.
I long for a sight of the flowers,

the song of the murmuring stream;
I long for the forests where hours

tAill pass like the woof of a dream.

Notices of entertainments, where a charge is made, 50 a line.

J. == = = =
Campbell' California,

tbaDK8.....

Entered ns second-class matter September 30 lorn at ttZ
under the Act of Congress of Warch 3 *re

lhe fishing season opens Friday.

tow/n paper°?eS “ “ P"* to prosper wh° does not take his

1in Weary of plotting and scheming
That lay out the map of the game;

1m tiled of make-believe seeming
That oft is mistaken for fame.

I long for the lake and the river
That shimmer and shine in the sun;

build you up. h°me indUStricS and the> will build up, and in turn

be a”Billy!t”~ » n A nCXt leadtr of national flock will N o
Where leaves in the warm breezes ijuiver,
And rest is the goal | have won.
tliciftli.'i-f1r1” >|d ‘/n that only the female mosquito bites Well I m weary of sepulchres whited
then theie isn’t a he mosquito’in this neighborhood. I'hat harbor but moldy old bones;
| see childish toil unrequited
And listen to widowhood’s moans.
« X i X t.w tS " CfVin havi to hold the I long for the day- to be dawning
chief executive. * f f °f an exPlosion on the part of the When right with the sceptre shall reign;
When men now at Mammon's feet fawning

Will rise in their manhood again.

1in weary of false prophets crying
Their wicked, inscutablc lies;
While thousands of helpless are dying
As Mammon’s and Greed’s sacrifice.
| long for the day and the hour
\\ hen Greedshall be flung from the throne;
When man in his right and his power
Agaih shall step into his own.

S

D O ffiinhSnLriat CVeE gr?at newspapers are notexempt from tv-

I’'m weary, but duty is calling,
And only the sluggard will shirk;
1 he tasks that are set are <) palling,
Itut honor says simply, “Go work!™
I long for the woods in their beauty,
But over the call that they give
| hear the stern calling of duty
that bids me be worthy to live.

timeP- £ y or & in thCdty aUd ° ,n‘y are somewhat mixed at the present

John W M adiav ~K-V.re?,'th- erc'itefla bronze statue of the late .
—Bryan's Commoner.
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the better in the adm inistration wnmiT ismm

of governmental affairs. tC °1

rccehidislw a”the omTseiit'trft'o”1Sm%sa8eso discourteously A Scientific Combination of

it was ignored entirely- In th .o “¥ress wues(iay. 111the House

the President was announced tge S®°n aS 3 ™essaSe froai FRUIT AND 6 R AN

that it be held for a dav Tli<-’ Senatois yawned and moved = nr, mniuuB ohihu » inm mine, wiodi Mealwifiul 6 fuits, combined with Whole Wheat Bread, pro
* dueing the sweetest, richest, most palatable and nourishing fged feF the human bedy:

It is particularly suited for growing children, taking the place of sweetmeats ami supplying the
maVrial for a strong constitution. It should form a goodly part of every lunch banket.
Alunt’d Prune Bread is made by bright, non-perspiring machinery in a clean, light, well ventilated

n Seo*teburned

W ithout even a pLlke mquirv a”to
V hf “ essage was about,

And vet there lire tlI ! v | 1 f,

between the RePUblican leadersand p isL ntR on"ieltr "8 factory, «operated under the most rigid sanitary conditions insuring absolute purity and cleanliness.
A «Ktingiiishing feature of this Bread is its superior keeping quality, which fact alone commends it
40 tonrista, «»ting parties and all those who are unable to procure fresh bread daily. Presented in a
tmat. sanitary*»hermetically sealed glassine wrapper, it will keep fresh for tO days and should appeal to
R..osov?AiTn“ni«tS ,o"' ‘T ? ™A the good thing, of th. every student Nftoygiene. *
bv .Ur. Kryl, But ” h™ 'i: H>* T pronl,ligated LARGE FAMILY LOAVES 10 CENTS
these were old fo , 1 1fve, had the hardihood to claim that Originated ami Manufactured by
. ok N K
leader. Ifthis { § A s T % Democratic Hunt!s Steam Bakery, san Jose. cal
can party like Hale 1 odee \bi,-; .K 21<L]lt leaders of the Republi-
tbc councils of theirp ~'for aniArte2 0 » have dil"<m'** _ - Served by the Leading Restaurants
and hinder the President in his work ? p ltur> ~pP°se them SOIdSbZ?VEMLﬁ':ﬁt"]!DeaIeg“ r eve y@ Phone%ohn 000
enough to know a gocxl th I o It ? R°?Sevelt was wise ° € wsv Ver everyw
brave to wuse itregardless fi-nm5 -1 he saw it, and sufficiently
mocracy’s acknowledged ehidtam ,Um ~ came~ even fr«» the De-
sl,, Itag-tS*--v“fsh £ ¢ ,"T1 wntres, and, »twith -
.th,.SU o n r EV *r MdS -- ".rtin* off
fvli.M, ,C nfferVo O & lou mon««,. To all YC] A ING ATEIN
Mhut queer people «c people are anvu iv' "I?,”™ "a ("1,lo'lulze m " E D

ot money, employ many men cull into 0 M~ exPcnd vast sums

of the age, ,ligl up the

time and makemse of the 1 ’and consume much val-

Bia UNOUCHATtBrsj

uable
ii.enting, in T™M Kk kN
human life. And then we fun, .., g nes for the destruetion of S TU O V T 13 UK o f:A I-"H Y *
energy and ski to save he T * “* «"“ i»»bl, . i
aro,,.l. Just grasp the idi!™ Ajhe T'reatestT T « '/ “ : «» a Position Guaranteed Sixtv
thus jiut in direet onnosition Tc u atcst t-fferts of mankind
along the most d e S ‘£ S n pre fresS
moral and religious conditions of all flu" 1uP'b“lldinS (f the
distress am on”so many ” so s?2ow > B ,n fe ~ d V* re,ief of right'in the athf)o/room.* P *
probably will continue™ in this “f 2ver been so and fcee us about it

wa” to the end time. Still, we

must soliloquize
Pacific Coast Business College

Market and Post Streets,
SAN JOSL, CAfIfORNIA

JUDGE DAVISON WILE WIIV.

judge Charles \Y. Davison is making a »reat fir r
his well known popularity is telling in his favor
many good qualities as a man and honored t,r n;- & * Judge 18 adnired for his
official. Another thing largely to his credit rethaU iH sT '~ 7 deali,Ig as an
noman clique or faction for his political preferment T 3IS°w*“candldateandowes
the union labor party and some civic bodies but th rUehchas been indo«ed by
conclusive proof of his broad and cr ¢V Vtht ®“ntan,ety of his support is
l.our and San Jose does hc*elf honorinhono”~W m Th H' « thc “ an "fthe
will receive due consideration and every manb L T  fhe LItJrseverYinterest
fought combinations to a successful finish reatment. A man who has
reigns ofgovernment in San Jose this hour r ”~ prt“tminentb' qualified to take the
government econo,nically, hj, stl- u L., "f Oeed' a'd lover of good
‘«« ">g am. be prom, in fuiure for*having~do”ia hi» fob Y

;ra,avp'r of San Jose and

for Breakfas
BEST EVER

Cakes

THE

Hot

SE 3 B. Pancake Flour Mixed with Col,

uencious. ALL GROCERS

with him covers the entire periml of”ls p'rofe”,c Cand,dacV-for our acquaintance

oS LS UDSCriDE for the “Press’

~n

hesT r nuv.vey
mayor of San Jose on that day



THE ROBIN IN THE RAIN.

O robin ! singing in th<? r.iiu
Tip in dm cedar old,

While drops dash thickly on the pan»
And all is storm and cold,

How can you sway within lhe wind.
That Wows so chill and strong,

And yet, as clear as Jenny Lind,
Pour out that cheery songV

Tour world is full of sleet and storm,
With not a flower to see,

You have no shelter safe and warm,
Only a dripping tree.

Wi inter is here, and will not go.
But still von bravely sing,

Careless of threatening frost and snow,
Your joyous song of spring.

O little singer ! wise beyond
Onr questioning hearts that, hear,
Tour brave, prophetic notes respond
To the advancing year;
Though earth be chill and spring be late,
Your purpose still holds true
To sing your best, and singing, wait
Till coming skies be blue.

God's year holds winter -yet His spring
Comes on through storm and sun ;
Not vainly does the robin sing
Of joys that are begun ;
O redbreast in the cedar tree,
Within the failing rain !
Brave chorister of victory,
Sing that clear song again !
—Youth’s Companion.

Lord Guesterton’s Revenge

“Revenge,” said Helen Cheston with
a light luugli, “revenge is In the hands
of—shall we say God? At least that
Is how they put it in the pulpit.”

"Sufficient reason why It should be
smiled at as the harmless fallacy of
a set of men whose teaching and pro-
fession is, according to advanced twen-
tieth century ideas, equally a harmless
fallacy,” remarked Lord Guesterton,
drily, and his eyes rested on tin? girl
with a strangely searching expression.

“Then you would revenge a wrong
done you?” she queried.
, He shrugged his shoulders.
»'‘Circumstances alter cases. Revenge
which attains no object but its own
satisfaction is a paltry form of justice.
But If one could hurt the wrongdoer
and heal the victim with one blow--—-—- ”
He looked at her again, and her eyes
met his uneasily. Then she quickened

her pace.

“Look,” she said. The sky is get-
ting black. We must hurry home.”
Suddenly she stood still. “Ate you sure
this is the right way? | don’t recog-

nize any [»art of It.”

Don't you trust me?" he asked.

Hhe laughed a little uneasily.

“You ought to know the road." she
ans\*Vfed. “I confess | don't, oiiyl tl*it
Is why my mother agreed that you
should bring me home from the picnic.
But let us hurry, anyhow.”

‘(’lie old man and the young girl walk-
ed on In silence. Presently she point-
ed to a broken-down house standing on
high ground, and cried, half triumph-
antly, half fearfully:

"This is not the right way.
not pass that this morning."

“This is not the road we took this
morning,” he answered, and Helen
stopped short.

“Where are you taking nit? to?” she
demanded. “This is not (lie way
home."

“l am taking you to the house
pointed lo just now. Il is mine.

“Your house?” She stared at him
In bewilderment. “I don’t understand.”

“You will presently,” answered the
old man grimly.

Helen looked round the lonely moor
In dismay, then turned to her com-
panion. in spile of his years lit“had a
tall, strong ilgure, and she realized that
she was entirely In his hands.

"WImt are you going to do with
me?” she asked dellantly, though het
heart beat to suffocation and turned
her sick and giddy.

“You and 1 have a score to settle,
MMes Cheston,” said the nobleman,
harshly and emphatically. “We are
going to settle It here to-night."

Helen looked up at him nft'rightedly.

"You are a gentleman." she gasped,
“and 1am In your hands."

Lord Guesterton looked Into the
beautiful upturned face with a grhn
im lie.

“There are many kinds of strength
besides the physical,” In- said. "You
used your strength over my son brutal-

We did

ly two years ago. To-night well, you
shall sec. As you say, | am a gentle-
man, but 1 am also a father. Here we
*re. You go first.”

Silently they entered the ruined and,
to all appearances, uninhabited house.
The front door stood open and Helen
shuddered as she glanced round the
bare, battered hall. Lord Guesterton
laughed dryly. “Not pretty. Is it?" It
has not been lived In for years, but It
Is convenient for my purpose.”

"l think you are mud," said Helen:
“you must be.”

Sin- followed him Into what had evl-
ficii;ly been a parlor, hut the wall pa-
per was discolored and torn and the
furniture was broken and huddled in a
heap at one end of the room A small
fire burned in the grate, and by li sti>od
the only two whole chairs in the room.
Helen seated herself and held out her
bunds to the blaze.

“Now," she said with averted head,
so that be might not sis- the trembling
of her bps, "will you explain, or am
1 to suppose that you are mad?”

Ix?id Guesterton stood by her silent-
ly for a minute, then In' said:

“1am going lo tell you a story.”

“How interesting!" she said with a
brave little smile, clasping her deli-

cate, ungloved hands together tightly
to still their trembling.

“Wliy don’t you look at me?” he said
abruptly. “Do | look dangerous?"

She turned and glanced up at him
with a scornful Wist on her lips.

“l am not afraid,” she said defiantly.

“Then look at me, not at the fire. 1
want to see your face while I tell you
this story.” He fixed his keen eyes on
her pale face, and went on:

“Two years ago,” he said, “you first
came out in London. You were a suc-
cess, a brilliant success. How could
you fail to be, beautiful, accomplished, j
clever, and more than that, subtly, be-
wllderingly attractive. You knew it,
knew your strength, and used It—Ilike
a coward. Men were your slaves, and
are still, | suppose, and even the wom-
en could hardly grudge you your tri-
umph, so sweeping, ho complete was it.
But you were as heartless and selfish
as you were beautiful. Men loved you
to despair, and you accepted their love
so long as it amused you; then threw
it back in their faces without one touch
of regret. Then my sou met you, and
loved you. You flirted with him, drew
him on, played with him, made him
mad with love of you—then threw him
over. It ruined his life. In his utter
despair and humiliation he left Eng-
land and went, as you know, to West
Africa. The doctor told him the eli
mate would kill him. | pleaded, com
manded, entreated, all In vain. He
went. By Inches the place killed him
A few days ago he caiue home—to die.
He Is my only son, and with him dies
all my ambition, all my hope, every-
thing for which | lived. You have done
this.” The stern voice quivered, but
the eyes remained coldly fixed on the

girl’s white, horror-stricken face. “He
cannot last through the night. | have
brought you here to marry him.”

“Marry him I” exclaimed the girl.

“l have told him,” continued Ixird
Guesterton, “that you are coming of
your own free will, that you regret
your cruelty, and that you love him

The boy’s happiness overwhelms him

He Is waiting for you now upstair«
HAROLD, SITE WHISMMuUUCh, FORGIVE ME.
and llul clergymants With him. To-

night you must make him happy, and
to-morrow you will ho free again.”

“it is impossible, absurd!” she mut-
tered.

“Neither Impossible nor absurd.” The
old mail leaned forward and laid his
long, thin fingers on her clasped hands.

“He will be dead by to-morrow,” he
said, “my only son, and you have Kkilled
him. You have ruined his life, but
you can make Ills death a happy one.
You can act. You must act to-night.”

"l dare not!” she said.

He bent ids heavy brows threaten-
ingly.

“You coward!” he said between his
teeth. "You coward! Brave enough to
kill my son, brave enough to bear the
burden of many a broken heart on your
conscience, but not brave enough to give
him a few hours’ joy on the edge of the
grate. Weak, selfish, coward!”

He bent and laid Ills hand heavily on
her shoulder and she tried to draw
back with a little gasping sob.

"You coward 1" he hissed, close to
her ear.

Swiftly she rose to her feet.

“1 am not a coward,” she said, her
proud, little head thrown back. “I am
ready. Take me to him.”

In an Instant Lord Guesterton’s
courtly manner returned to him, and
without another word he led ber from
the room.

1.
linrold Guesterton lay dying. He
looked terribly broken ami shattered
as he lay there, llls thin fingers con-
vulsively grasping the sheets, his great
sunken eyes fixed on Helen's white

face.

“You have come at last,” he said
hoarsely.

Helen nodded humbly. Her tongue

seemed glued to the roof of her mouth,
her eyes remained riveted on the wast-
ed form of the man she had wrecked.

“l am dying,” he went on. “It Is
what | have longed for. | could not
bear life without you. Now you haye

come to help me bear death. Come
closer, let me feel you. Father says
you love me. Is It true? Let me touch
you, your dress, your hand,”

He held her cold, soft band between
bis hot fingers.

"You are more beautiful than ever,”
he said, with a ivun smile, “more beau-
tiful than ever.”

Helen laid her hand on his forehead
for a minute. *

"1 am sorry.” she said in a choking
"WIIiS|MT.

“Don't!” he said. “l am content
now. You need not Ih? sorry."

The doctor left his place at the head
of the bod, and with a whispered word
to the old nobleman, left the room.

Lord Guesterton, a clergyman and an
old male servant now approached the
bedside. 1llelen’s eyes met those of
the nobleman and she smiled, blit her
lips quivered and her head swam. Slow-

ly and solemnly the marrlagp woroi
were spoken.

“Wilt thou have this woman * * *?

“I will!” gasped the dying man.

“Wilt thou have this man * * *?”

“I will” said the bride.

When It was finished Helen Guester
ton turned to the old nobleman.

"l wish to Is* alone with my hus
hand,” she said.

Lord Guesterton bent for an Instant
over his son. With an effort Harole
raised his arm and placed it round hit
father's neck.

“Good-by, father. Don't grieve foii
me.”

The old man straightened himsel: |
proudly.

“Good-by, my son.”

Then Helen was left alone with tht
dying man,

“Helen, my love, my wife!”

She I>ent over him with a tendei:
smile, but a convulsive shudder shoot
her frame.

“Harold,” she whispered, “forgivij
me."

He pulled her down with his feebli
bands and pressed his hot lips to hers
and again that shudder shook hei
whole body. He passed his fingers ovei
her cold cheeks.

“My love!” he murmured, “my love
Oh, God! The darkness, the heat
Helen!”

She passed her arm around his neck
and his bead fell back on her shoulder.

“Don’t leave me,” lie muttered, and
Helen stroked his hair gently.

“1 will stay with you—always,” sh<
said.

“This stifling darkness,” he went on
bis breath coming in quick, hard gasps
“It is choking me. Don’t leave me
dearest.”

He raised Ills head with an effort, his
lips sought hers, then a long, long shud
der passed through his body.

“1 love you,"” he said faintly.

Then the darkness came and envel-
oped him, and he fell back dead.

An hour later laird Guesterton stolt
softly Into the room. Helen was kneel
ing by the bed, her arms stretched onl
over her dead husband, ber face buried
in the disordered bedclothes. She rost
at the sound of his footsteps, and theii
eyes met across the still form between
them.

“Are you satisfied?" she asked. H«
bent Ills head gravely.

“If 1 have been harsh----" he be
gan, but she raised her hand imperi-
ously.

“Your revenge was just,” she said
“If you can ever forgive me for bring-
ing him to this—"

Their eyes rested for an Instant on
the cold, gray face, where a happy
smile lingered even on the lips twisted
by death’s agony. Then their hand»
met across the bed.

"I forgive you,” said the old man.
and the beautiful girl bent her head
rind went bitterly.—Philadelphia Tele
graph.

NO FRACTIONS.

The OIld-Time Schoolmaster fie#
LlinHations for the Girls,

Few of the old-time schoolmasters
have been more vividly pictured foi
posterity than Master Simon Chase ol
West Newbury. Learned, eccentric, and
free. In accordance with the custom of
the time, In the personal application of
rod and ruler, he was nevertheless
liked as well as feared by his pupils.

Occasionally, on some depressing day
of storm and gloom, he would cast dis-
cipline aside, and with humorous tongue
and frolic-inviting eye, himself take the
lead in uproarious merriment. But
when he thought the spirits of his schol-
ars  sufficiently refreshed, whack!
would come down the heavy ruler on
the desk, and for any kless wight
who delayed at the signal an Instant
return to sober sedateness, he had no
mercy. It might be a hogging, or it
might lie ruler, book, or whatever else
lay nearest to hand sent hurtling at ihe
offender's head, but punishment of some
sort, swift and emphatic, was not to
be avoided.

YVith girls lie was, although formidn- j
ble. less stern, ami in his own way even |
indulgent lie ooddescendIngiy permit- |
ted a few aspiring girls, who pleaded
for the privilege, to pursue a course in
grammar, which he did not consider
needful, instructing them from a text- |
liook entitled, “The Young Ladles' Ac-
eidenee.” But when their ambition ex-
tended to the-—for that day—higher
mathematics, he became adamant; no
female pupil In his school should cipher
In fractions; that was going too far.

“It Is n waste of time, wholly un-
necessary, and would never be of the
least use,” he declared, severely. “If
you can count your beau and skeins of
yarn, that is sufficient.”

Public opinion accepted this verdict
without protest: but the doubt which
he once implied of a feminine attain-
ment more Important than fractions
created a vast amount of discussion.

He was one of a number of parish-j
loners who became so dissatisfied with
an undesirable pastor that they ceased :
attending church, and held their Sun-
day devotions at a private house. Mas-
ter Chase, as a godly man and the most
learned of the company, frequently pre-
pared amt read a sermon: and for one
of these he announced a text which is
still remembered, although how he ex-
pounded it tradition does not say. if
was this:

"A wonder was seen In heaven; a

woman.”
A Cruel SnylitK.
11108- What's he training for, the
mile?

1000—Y'es, the mile that won’t come
off—Harvard Lampoon.

Poverty ts no disgrace—as long a*
your credit Is good.

Opinions of Great Papers on Important Subjects.

WHY WOMEN CAN NOT VOTE.

IIE reason why women have not yet ob-
tained the right of suffrage was made very
plain In New York’s capitol while the ar-
gument went on over the proposed consti-
tutional amendment to strike out the lim-
eH iting word “male” from the provision re-

garding the right to vote. A number of
equal suffragists were present, but there was also a
strong delegation of women from all parts of the State
opposing them, and these women were just as voluble,
fluent and argumentative as the suffragists.

Their presence there lent point to Gov. Hughes’ re-
marks when k2 said that the decision of the question of
female suffrage rests with women themselves. What the
women of New Y'ork really want they will have, for men
will not dare to deny them.

But so long as the women are divided on the subject,
men cannot be blamed for taking no action. Some wom-
en want the right to vote; but, on the other hand, ns
many women, perhaps more, do not wish the right, and
may so emphatically.

Before suffragists ask the voters to give them the suf-
frage they should go out and convert their own sex.
When that Is done they will have no more trouble.—
Kansas City World.

AS TO A HUSBAND’S POCKETS.

MASSACHUSETTS husband has been

granted a divorce because he averred his

wife Interfered with his personal liberty by

searching Ills pockets while he was asleep.

The wisdom of the court's decision may

have been perfectly proper in that Instance.

But probably the husband should have had

his pockets searched. lie may have been a husband who

compelled his wife to beg for every penny given her,

and the poor woman may have been driven to despera-

tion In her necessity for money to buy articles for the

home or for herself. There are husbands so mean that

their wives are justified in not only searching their [lock-
ets, but in using a club to compel them to disgorge.

Or It may be that the wife has reason for believing her
husband's pocket contained certain letters of which lie
desired to keep her In Ignorance, and that she Is being
made the victim of a domestic tragedy In which her
life’s happiness is at stake. In such an event she is jus-
tified in going to any extreme, and every court in the
land should stand back of her.

The average wife will not
searching her pocket at any time. She knows she is
safe, because she has no pocket. Should she have one
she Is equally safe, for no man could find It, even with
the assistance of a search warrant.

Neither do we believe the average husband objects to
a search of his pockets by bis wife, for we are con-
s,rained to believe the average man Is such a good hus-
band that he supplies, his wife with money without the
necessity of her going to «itch exlfronn-w to secure it.
Also he Is so true that he does not fear she will find any
Incriminating letters.

Of course, we suppose there are wives who are so sus-
picious of their husbands and so mean and ill-tempered
that they searcli tlielr husbands’ pockets for no other rea-

object to her husband

like that when you

mistress of the

know

believe | ought to.
aggravating sometimes to have him put
his hat on the china cabinet instead of
hanging it in the hall on the rack and
put his gloves on the mantel anil kick
off his rubbers in the reception room

“Well," said the family friend, as
she glanced around the library, "I must
say the room looks a little more order-
ly than It usually does at this time in
the evening.”

son than from pure cussedness. It may be this Massa-
chusetts woman belongs to that class. In that event, the
court acted wisely in granting the divorce, hut It would
not be Judicious for other courts to use this ease to e»-
tabiish a precedent.—Toledo Blade.

IMMIGRANT LABOR’S COST.
HERE are two powerful streams, quite re-
ciprocal In nature—the one flowing toward,
the other away from, this country—that
have created new forces in our economic
life, while changing the whole current of
events in parts of Europe. Both are to-day
at high-water mark. Every year from 1,000,-
000 to 1,250,000 aliens are admitted to American ports.
Some come to work and save and found new liomes; oth-
ers to work and sweat and save so that, finally, they may
relapse Into a life of ease In the land of their nativity.
They form the westward-flowing stream. Out o€ this
stream there is created that other one whose current
Is eastward. But, whereas the first is of humanity,
the second Is of gold. Out of the savings of the foreign-
born In America $250,000,000 a year Is now going abroad.
The annual increase is about 10 per cent. If tilts money
were retained here, it would be sufficient, every year, to
liquidate our interest-bearing debt. It cannot he con-
trolled. It is the quid pro quo, the international credit
balance, to which the immigrant laborer is entitled if he
is worthy of his hire. The annual distribution of this
great sum of money throughout Enrol«? is In the follow-
ing proportion: Italy, $70,000,000; Austria-Hungary,
$65,000,000; Great Britain. $25,000,000; Norway and
Swollen, $25,000,000; Russia $25,000.000; Germany, $15,-
000,000; Greece, $5,000,000; all others, including France,
Switzerland, Belgium and Denmark. $10,000.000. North
American Review.

BUILDING ASSOCIATIONS PROSPER.

HE man who invests his savings in a build-
ing and loan association has one advantage
over the man who buys stocks or goes into
business. His savings are not likely to be
swept away in times of panic.
Last year, while banks were falling on
every side, while stocks were tumbling,
while business was unsettled and far from profitable,
the building and loan associations of the United States
increased their assets by $77,000,000. They now care for
$728,000.000 of the people's savings. Not a single asso-
ciation was affected by the financial flurry of last au-
tumn, even to the extent of a run by Investors, much less
to the point of closing its doors. All flourished through-
out the country.

Investors in building and loan associations deserve this
immunity, for they are benefiting the country as well
as themselves. They are erecting their own homes, and
thus improving their citizenship, because the man who
owns his own home is not likely to be unpatriotic. He
regards the country’s interests as well as his private in-
terests.

A nation of home owners can defy any fate, and build-
ing and loan associations are doing much to put the Unit-
ed States into that position.—Chicago Journal.

came in,” said the FORTUNE IN CROWS.

household, “only it
wouldn’t be quite the same thing."

“You mean you wouldn’t have any-
body to scold for it?”

“Pm not going to scold any more. 1
| do scold about It, but

Uncle Jiislinu lin.s a Million ill«
Wood Lot Worth “$Se Each.

“Gosh all hemlocks, but It’s a fine
thing to be rich!" exclaimed Uncle
| don't Joshua Vanderhoof of Pine Brooks* N.
It may be a little J. "I've just been to the city and or-
dered a piano for my daughter Lizzie,
and one of them Intzz wagons for my
wife, to he sent up to the farm. But
| did tel! tlie old woman she was put-
ting on a good deal of style at her age."

The mistress of Che household sighed.
“Yes," she said, “it does.”

“Isn’t it a comfort?” asked the faitt-
Ily friend.

“No,” replied the mistress of the
household, rather shortly, it isn’t."

“l should think it would be,” said
the family friend. “John Rlckerson Is
a good man. [I’'m not saying anything

against your husband, my dear.”

“Y'ou’d better not.”

“Of course | wouldnt,” said the tam-
Hy friend. “But I’ve heard you com
plain a thousand times of his careless
habits. | know they’d drive me to dis-
traction.”

“He’s a man," explained the mistress
of the household.

“Oh, of course, but a man might be a
little neat ami pick things up after
him. | think I've got my husband edu-
cated to that. He was Just as careless
as John was when we were first: mar-
rled.”

“You've told me that before.”

“l know | have, and you've always
said you wished | could take John in
hand. When did you bear from him
last?”

“On Thursday,” replied the mistress
Of the household. “He’s at Kansas City
now and he’ll be home Monday. The
next time he takes a trip like that I'm
going with him. I'm not going to stay
an alone In this poky house.”

“Poky!"
“Y'es, poky. If It doesn’t look poky
now j don’t know wh.it does. If

could smoke without Its strangling me
and making me sick 1'd smoke.”

“My dear!"
“Yes, | would, and 1d throw the
ashes all over the carpet. Look at

those cushions on the lounge,all smooth
and plumped out, and all the books in
the bookcases, instead of half of them
scattered-over the floor, and not a burn-
ed match anywhere. It makes me want

to cry.”
p The friend of the family looked
shocked. <«Well," she said at last, “If

you feel like that why don’t you burn
some matches and throw them around?
You could have Bertha bring up some
ashes from the furnace and sift them
on tlie rug, too.”

"1 was thinking of doing something

and things like that, but It doesn't seem
worth while making a great fuss
about”

“If you don't think it Is why do you
do It?" asked the friend of the family.
“Why not encourage him to k- care-
less?"

“He Isn't careless," protested the mis-
tress of the household. “He’s just a
little forgetful. He means to put things
in tlielr places, and lie does sometimes
—when he thinks of It. And he’s al-
ways as sorry as he can be. Anyway,
| don’t like to see things too prim. I'd
sooner Che place was a little untidy.
It’s homey, anyway."

The family friend laughed.

“1 don't care,” said the mistress of
the household. “1 wish his hat was
on the cabinet this minute and his rub-
tiers on the—on the mantelpiece. |
shouldn’t mind if the room was blue
with smoke. If he was making It, and
there was a Dead Sea of ashes all over
the Morris chair.”

The mistress of the household went
over and rumpled up one of the smooth
plllow-s on the lounge with her face.

“Oh, tut, tut!” said the friend of the
family. “You mustn’t be foolish!"—
Chicago Dally News.

Could We Live on Mar»f

The physical conditions on Mars are
in many ways Intermediate between
those found upon the earth and the
moon, and It seems plausible that the
life existing upon it should similarly
be of a higher type than that found at
present on the surface of the earth.
Even If tlie physical conditions, as we
understand them, were equally favor-
able with those in the earth, civiliza-
tion would by no means be a necessary
consequence. Had it not been settled
by Europeans the United States would
still be a wilderness. How much less
should we hasten to accord civilization
to a planet of which we know little,
except that if we were transported
there ourselves we should instantly die.
Professor \V. Il. Pickering in Harper's
Magazine.

Some men sit with their eyes closed
rather than see a woman stand ia a
crowded car.

"You must have got rich quick. Un-
cle Josh,” said Ambrose, wlho keeps
the hotel on Bloomfield avenue, Mont-
clair, where the farmer was refreshing
himself.

“No,
years,” said Uncle Josh,
sult come mighty sudden.
all about it.

"You know that 40-ncre wood lot up
on my farm, don’t you?"

‘Brose allowed that he did.

“Well,” Uncle Josh went on, sipping
his applejack, “before mother died site
made me promise not to sell that lot
nor cut the timber off It

“There'll be a fortune
some day,” said mother.

“l kept my promise, and the crows
—they’re mighty wise, ’Brose—got to

it’s taken more than a dozen
“but the re-
1I’ll tell you

In that lot

know they were perfectly safe in tlie
trees on that lot. So thousands of ’em
went there, until, by JimlInetty, tha

trees are as black—as black as the
Inside of an empty black bottle.

“Yesterday Eliza--dharp girl she Is,
too—read in the newspapers that 1,000
women belonging bo women’s clubs In
Chicago have sworn off using any but
crows’ feathers In their bonnets. And
Eliza read, too, that these good women
are going to get thousands of other
women all over the country to take th»
same swear-off.

“So Eliza put her arms around my
neck and kissed me and told me what
she read and said she—-bright girl
'Ltze Is:

“‘Granny was right, par. There’s a
fortune In that wood lot, but the crows
is the fortune.”

“Lize and her mother went to tha
lot anil counted the crows afore dusk
yesterday. They say there's mor